Before I came to the next town I drove onto a side road and parked by some willows. I let Marietta the white goat out of the back seat and tied her to the bumper so she could sleep outside. Before we left I'd taken out the back seat so she'd have more room and so she could reach the bale of hay in the trunk. There was an old blanket on the floor so I could shake the shit out every day. 
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The Iowa Review www.jstor.org ® And with that happy bleat we rolled into Salt Lake City just at rush hour. The looks we got from drivers were no longer of interest. A goat always has a dumb looking goat look on its face. Always, so do most people who look at goats. I did notice though that the looks were more confused then than laughing. See, the goat was in the habit of sticking her head over the front passenger seat to look out the front window.
I heard a muffled ma-a beside me and assumed without look ing she was just talking with her mouth full, as she often does. When I heard another muffled bleat and felt her banging my shoulder I looked?I carry crack ers and cheese and bread when I drive?she had shoved her head into the large two-pound cracker box and her horns had stuck inside the lid: she looked like a white goat with her head stuck in a cracker box to me and godknowswhat to cars passing with just a second to look. I had to stop for gas just as we were leaving town, and gave the white goat some water and a handful of oats to make up for laughing at her. She ate daintily, forgiving with her dumb goat look re ?Look, old goat, look at that huge butte or whateverthehell over there, like someone just piled up huge slabs of rock one at a time, just so the sun could come up and hit it, now, now, and look where the shadow goes, and how big it is, all the way to the hills?look at the colors way over there, old goat, the red from the sun is hitting the orange in that, thing, now they're both turning yellow. Look how empty it all is, Marietta. We couldn't see all this last night but yes we're going to see it all today; come, we shall leave before it gets too hot, and we started driving again. I drove with my head out the window, partly for the wind in the heat, partly for the excitement of watching the dotted white line flash under me, coming up to every pebble in the road forever and leaving every pebble in the road behind forever. I could stare at the colors of the rocks in asphalt; that day I stared at a rainbow as I moved through it. Occasionally I looked down the road; occasionally I looked into the car from outside, at the goat, the steering wheel, my hands on the wheel and my body, all moving along in the car. We stopped for gas in Cortez. 
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We got near El Paso late at night, getting lost on a grid of roads with single white lights at the intersections only, which were far apart?but the land was so flat I could see the lights far away at other corners. Ours was the only car and it was like traveling on the eye of a giant spider, through points of light reflected on his eye. And then a store open, and we found the road into El Paso. But first I let the goat out for a walk, milked her, shook the shit out of the car, then we drove into town, going down a long hill with the town in the distance spread out in front of us. I stopped at a motel before we were down the hill. I've always thought it was crazy to have to spend five or ten bucks for a place to sleep for a few hours when there were so many people with extra room and so much room
